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But perilous must be, putting hand to work
That treads nigh treason though for loyalty.

Melville.    Whoso may know their mind, it is not I.

Herries.   She hath sent for Murray hither ; in his eye
We may take note which way their faction looks.
If yet toward violence and red-handed craft,
This moo'd of hers will strip her for their strokes
Naked, and leave us handless that would fight
On her just side against them.    God mend all!

Enter the QUEEN, BOTHWELL, SEYTON, the MARIES,
and Attendants.

Queen.    The wind has moved my blood like wine ;

I am full

Even to the heart's root of its spirit of life.
Flew not my hawk the last flight well, that sent
The tumbling hern down from her highest ?    I think
You have none better.    Is our brother come ?

Seyton.    He is now alighting, madam.

Queen.                                                By this hand,

I would when we must 'light from horse we might
Take wing instead, and so what time we live
Live ever at glad speed save when we sleep.
It points and edges the dull steel of life
To feel the blood and brain in us renew
By help of that life lifting us, and speed
That being not ours is mixed with us and serves.
I would hold counsel and wage war and reign
Not in walled chambers nor close pens of state,
But or in saddle or at sea, my steed